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his arms round his neck and rested his head on his chest while
the doctor patted his shoulder. Channel said something in a
low voice. The gorilla muttered an answer.
They talk to each other/ Olga said. 'Except for me, Chan-
nel is the only one who understands him. Sebastian docs too,
a little, but in a different way.'
Tve brought you something, Congo,' she said.
He looked at her.
'Have you been a good boy?5
The gorilla nodded his head.
She gave him a magazine: a Saturday Evening Post, one of
those he had seen in the sitting room, He wondered where
they came from. Owen, no doubt. But it was extraordinary
to think of. Here was a gorilla in Equatorial Africa turning
the pages of a Curtis publication. He seemed to be able to
read it, too. Of course, he couldn't, but he seemed to be able
to. He had run to a corner with the magazine, but now he
brought it back to show Olga a picture that he liked.
clf you meet him outside, you need not be nervous,' Olga
said.
'No,' Wilson said. But he was not entirely satisfied with this
introduction. It seemed inadequate.
cAre you sure?5 he asked. {I mean he's really all right?'
cAs long as you don't annoy him,' Olga said.
Annoy him. He wasn't the kind of man who would annoy
gorillas.
They left Olga with her pet. When they got back, Channel
began to laugh. clt is not everyone who has met a gorilla
socially,' he said. eAnd one day you will be glad of it. It is an
experience.
'When a man dies,' he went on, che thinks of all the things
he has not done. The bad man wishes he had been good. Not
because he suddenly sees that virtue is preferable to vice, but
because he has never tried it and now will never be able to.
The courageous man thinks had he been less courageous he